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me previously, but never love; I know it now
that it is too late. What a situation is mine' The
less that I deserve to be respected the greater is my
need of resped:. I should see only insult in what
to another might be signs of love; humiliated and
frightened at the least breach of decorum I should
remember with horror what I had been, what
renders me unworthy of you in my eyes and doubt-
less in yours, and what I intend never, what I
ought never, to be again. Ah! I have only known
the full value of a flawless life and reputation since
I have known jou\ How often have I not wept
on seeing a girl, even the poorest girl, but one
who was chaste, or at least still innocent. In her
place I should give myself to you, I should devote
my life to you, I should serve you under any name,
any conditions that you desired; I should be
known to you alone; you might marry; I should
serve your wife and children, and I should feel
proud of being so completely your slave, of doing
everything and suffering everything for you. But
I, what can I do ? What have I to offer ? Infamous
and degraded I can become neither your equal nor
your servant. You see that I have thought of
everything; my thoughts for so long have been
only of loving you, of the unhappmess and
happiness of loving you. A thousand times I have
wished to save myself from the misfortunes that
I foresee; but who can escape his destiny? At
least in telling you how much I love you I have
given myself one moment of happiness, . . ."

